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HOW TO KEEP CHEERFUL 


HERE are many ways of keeping in a 
good humor, but one of the surest 
reminders of the gospel of cheerfulness is the 


noted covers of JUDGE. 














ait The greatest artists of the coun- 
. try have made JUDGE justly 





{ famed for its delightfully humor- 
ous covers. 








The price of these 
art prints is 


JUDGE offers reproductions 
of its appealing covers for sale, 
in full colors, mounted on 
heavy double mats, size Ilx14 
inches, all ready for framing. 


Twenty-Five 
Cents a copy 









You could hardly get a more pleasing wall decoration for 
your home, bungalow, den, clubroom, cabin or camp. 


These JUDGE covers areaconstant delight. To look 
at them is to smile. Keep 
cheerful with a set of JUDGE 


covers. 





Fill in your name and ad- 
dress on the coupon below, 
mark a check or cross next to 
the names of the pictures you 
select, pin a bill, money order 
or stamps to it, and upon 
receipt of same we will send 
the pictures to you, postage 
prepaid 









Judge Art Print Department 


225 Fifth Avenue New York City 


Herewith please find $ for which send the 
assortment of art prints checked below to 


Address 


JUDGE ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 
225 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK CITY 


City State 


The Curse of Drink War Babies 
That's Good —Hold That 








Name | 
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No Man's Land 























$465 iS /{ 
Ju 192 


asc JUDGE Pew 
“THE HAPPY eAIEDIUM ” 


Enter is Ss nd matter or : ‘ 
ee 4 i ie Soe <ieoe ot tee See New York, Jury 21, 1920 
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Drawn by Jonn Conacnen 


The Pekinge Now, WHAT D'yoU THINK O° THIS? AND ME A LINEAL DESCENDANT 
or THE Cuier Hovusenotp Pet or THE LATE DowaGeErR 
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before his nose and gazed s] 


The Female of the Species 
A Matrimonial Fable with a Highly Moral Moral 
By Louis SCHNEIDER 


lowlv lowered the financial column from the order with Skinner in the morning. It’s bound to 


—- : Me 
peculatively across Nn 


‘Better buy a thousand Rattlesnake Cop-_ I'll hold off for a while.” 
’ ] 
i 


ive been giving it a thought, John.” ‘*Darned if I 


*he advised. ‘* Not too late vet.” **Darned f | get vou, Louise!” flared | eape. 





‘Bee ee Say, I’ve been dinning at you enough “Tohn! But, of course, vou couldn’t understand.” 
it It’ oaring, rocketting. Of course, that Rattlesnake Copper kept mounting. At interval 
é rs, but if you want to spread-eagle ch lLeape urged his wife to invest 
R atti ake Coy per vy u’d better get in while the get- | Iné lly Rattlesnake Cop] er broke shar] ly | eape 
iz’s good.’ came | r on that day in a wild mood He 
Presently \lrs Leape broke the silence. wes es, | seized his wife and waltzed her about the livir y-room 
ink | hall whenevet! the price is right.” until the gilt furniture of her careful choosing careens 
‘Right? Why, it'll never be any righter!” and swayed in a golden haze. 
‘John, you should pay more attention to your lan- “Whoops, my dear!’ he exulted. “Cleaned up « 
Lire It is provincial I had almost said low. that good old Rattlesnake! Quarter of an 
up to you—that is, you should consider our present ‘Tum-tat-a-rat, tat-a-rat, tat-a-rat!” 
1 prospective status and mend yout ways. Now, a * John, quit Let me g 
hat Rattlesnake stock—I don’t know whether vou He released her and stood back,—flushed, trium- 
ll understand, but—don’t you think it is rather phant. Graduallv a measure of his own hilarious mood 
eap: came over het 
‘Chea It’s a popular stock, but nothing’s cheay “Oh. John!” she cried, her eves shining, ‘‘now I can 
it vou can clean up on.” have—have all my stones re-set in platinum, can’t I?” 
“Mi Valentine boasts actually boasts! that he He seized and waltzed her about again. ‘“‘Go to 
ight some of it at 33.” he laughed. ‘*And get a few more. But—what’s th 
“She was a wiseheimer, then. Got in on the matter with the old settings? They look good to me.” 
1 fi You could have, too, if vou’d taken my “Ves, I know: but, John—gold is so ) common 
( isn’t it? It won’t quite do, now, will it?” 
“But at 33, John! Is it still going up?” “Well, I'll be—jiggered if | quite get you; but go to 


nd still soaring. (set in qui k. Ill I lace it. | sold out just before Rattle nake liy pe 1. \W Cc 
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Wife 


turned the c 





*'The idea? Why. | was © 


certain of your clever handling of 
the deals you had on, | was sure 
we couid affor 1 something at a 
good figure—the best figure, 

fact. Just think how cheap 

makes Mrs. Valentine look he 
and her stock at 33! Besides, she 


he explained 
nothing more 
I an gambling, Joh: 
But in spite of all her talk I’n 


r ne couldn’ Lite to b 

rigl (And she bougl t 
| ( lu t tI k ol } i 

Leape slun te } ve 
tuffed chair like a mant t ha 
been sand-bagyg« **QOut- 
right Yo us «COGIC l 


ve were letting pe e k yt it 
: 
VC ) ha { ‘ | ] 
skimp, or buy things on the in- 
V1 Be 
Win stallment plan. At the price | 
I ce I - , . 
. was able to get mv stock | wi h 
e got it at go—people will surely—why, 
| ee ’ ys 
the matter?.. John 


= 
lLLeape was gone, a strange, strangling sound 


ack to the puzzled woman left standing in the 


Udderly Foolish 
USCWIIe What makes the milk so blue lately? 


I he milk’s 


as good as ever, ma’am, but we just 


ws into a blue grass pasture 


Sweet Sympathy 


to old lady 


May I accompany you across the 


Certainly, sonny. How long you been waitin’ here 


to take vou 


across? 











NTLEMA? 


When a Man Sces Red 


Awaw fF 


VIA 


ONYA SIMKOVITCH, the 
S MK 


operator. held her ground defiant 
er he ‘ ‘ black hair a g 
oO e ge n of! hope ind tr ? 
p ed I ile scor l and cde 
t¢ Pp Oo I n 
The he frenzied mob, conta g 
é o longer, mad lr 
ipo girl She fe kinad | 
. ] s the pre ( of } 
First National B who revived he 
My girl,” he d tenderly, “yor 
} ll he well Tewal le 1 The Passe 
ger | vi collected L pl e for ou 


nd here is my | 
he 


roism 
Express 


There's a Reason 
Warden—Well, Mr. Flier, I'n 
pleased at you are keeping 
nthropic work of visiting 
housebreaker, Bill 


to see th 
up your phila 
1 notorious 
Smikes. 

Mr. Fli Philanthropic nothing! 
is giving me lessons on how to 
night without 


ur 
our 


cr 
He 
get 
waking my wife. 


into the house 
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AFTEI ALL, RIDID WA NO 0 I FRO 


SEEMS SOMETHIN‘ IKI 


M NAVIGATING 4 VERANDAH O 


NI IMPLY AT HERI AN “I ik HO oO VORK 


Hard to Please 


Fitzp trick. ne wspaper Cartoonists 





Ac ORDING to Daniel 
R ( > have hard time pleasing the editor. For instance, he ce 
bo Waving Ovcr cides a black ul of lothes will lool] well on one of his ch: racters 
red. In her eves v l Hardly is the picture finished before the editor is down with 
( he rke ‘ on printer’s ink, multiplies the amount of 
t ere I ck pace ¢ he | re v the nun ber of copies to be printed 
nth Lv ascertains the amount 
} the ink bill it is going to run up on 
The next dav Fitz wishes to 
please his nibs, so he leaves pienty ol 
te space on the picture. Ah 
| efore the } is dry, the omnipr ent 
one pop his head inthe door. W] 
do you think he’s up to now? WI 
he’s trvil gy 10 figure out h Ww 
nt ds. he could fit into the rite 
pace 





Reincarnation 
Seer—Looking backward, I can 
see Vou as ( leopatra 
Clie 


in stock two seasons ago. 


nt—Sure thing! I played her 


The Family Head 
‘*Who’s boss in your house now, 
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old man?” 
“No one, sorry to say 


How AGGRAVATIN« ! an 
and I are still advertising for a co 


RUIN MY 


Hlipt 


SIMPLY NEW BATHING COSTUMI 
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A Perfect Balance 


Howard—Action and re-action 
Jay Right o! 
daughter just as long to say 


to get ready to come down and say 


are ilway s equ il 
It takes the voung man who calls o1 


** he w do vou do’ 


His Title Deserved 


The colored caretaker of a small-town librarv boaste: 
which he had embroidered on the 


title of “Custodian,” 
of his cap, a source of lasting pride. 


ability, he deserved a four S\ llable title. 
a wandering loafer 


was sweeping off the front walk 


frican extraction, paused in front of him and scrutinized 


Cap ¢ lost ly 

“Cuss-todian!”’ he ejaculated 
they calls common niggers like 
you janitahs “a 

*Ve-es,”’ observed the ebon 
hued diplomat, pausing a mo 
nent from his labors, *‘dat’s all 
right in Memphis. But on a job 
like dis 


propriat 


‘cuss-todian’ is mo’ ap 
You see, you got to 
cuss half de patrons and toady 


to de rest of "em 


Preparedness 
Ned—Aha! Moving 
stogies from your Coat pocket to 
looks 
Going to hug Mabel, I'll bet! 
Ted—You lose. Her father 
smokes, 


your 


your vest suspicious! 


m\ 


“ good-night "’ to her, as it takes her 


to hin 


the 


Having marked diplomati 


“Down whah I come 


One morning while he 
also of 


the 
f'om 


traight out 


place 


SOMETHIN 





Greenwich Village 


By H 


7) Siehi-Seer S peak 


| jl polloi and phantasmagoria, 


Lyman Ar) 


Victims of circumstance, art, and dysphoria; 


Naughty nude pictures, and comrades, and couches; 


Loud little buns and black coffee grouches; 


Knife-hacked and wine blacked 


lables ior world wrac ked 


Smock-wearing sirens and soc ialist slouches; 
Goulash, spaghetti, batik, and babble ; 
Highbrows and highballs and rum-hounds and rabble, 

Imagist poems and metrical swillage, 

Studio shopkeepers striving for pillage; 


Slummers and bummers 
johemian strummers 


Garden of dreams under Bolshevik tillage. 


The Villager Inton 


Hard boards comfort me 
Hard boards of the illimitable—free 


Ripe peat hes reclinis g on the bloom 


Distant music on attentive ears 
Snowflake on a raven tress 
Somnolence anywhere 
Velvet dawn! 

Can there be gentler things? 
The softness of the sea to suicides 
Hard boards comfort me 


Hard boards and freedom!' 


of purple 


W ho know Ss 


Ouija Side-Board 


‘I’m surprised 


ing with a ouija board!” 


Sh—sh! 


my sick board si 


Too Sudden 
Vrs. Vandemar (apprehensively 


Vora—Well, I just 


mum, 


Mrs. Vandemar (recovering 


Wrrn a Kick In It 


I’ve got my deceased butler under 


What is it 
thought I'd better tell 
I like the 


or 
s 


rapes— 


a hard-headed business man like you play- 


control 
telling me where he hid away some of that old rve I missed from 


Nora? 


mum, so we'd understand one another 
Why, what’s the matter, mum? 
Just a slight faintness 
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**Tuere, Perer, THERE'S THAT IMpossiBLE Mrs. RIPPIN Now: DO YOU SEE HER? 


THAT INDECENTLY GOWNED WOMAN! 


* 


RIPPINS 


The Unknown Quality 


By Exizasetu G. Bowen 


M' JRE than one pair of eyes watched, 
. between the acts, a charming girl 
in a box who acknowledged the in- 
troduction of a clean-cut man, and even 
casual observers noticed how he scrutin- 
ized the pearls on her neck 

She had dreamed for weeks about wear- 
ing them at the opera-dance given by 
New York’s exclusive circle and had over- 
taxed her pay envelopes for the string of 
pearls now shining a friendly greeting to 
the strings of deep sea pearls about her. 

Almost unconsciously the man in the 
box said, keen interest in his eyes and 


Voi e 
“What beautiful pearls you have!”’ 
Miss H hesitated, smiled a reply, 


but showed a momentary annoyance 
when he repeated: 

“Your pearls are beautiful!” 

The man’s admiration of the jewels 
pursued her and later, when they were 
dancing, he asked: 

“I wonder if you know how perfectly 
your pearls are matched?” 

Again the girl blushed an answer. But 
when the dance was over she found the 
friend who had introduced them and said 
abruptly: 

“Mr. S has mentioned my pearls 
three times. Who is he?” 

“One of the biggest pearl dealers in the 
country—a pearl consultant.” 

“That is strange. I can’t understand 
his reason for admiring my make-believes. 
Jollying me, I suppose.” 

But Miss H. was too good a sport to 





BuT, MY LOVE. CAN'T YOU BE A LITTLI 


His Uncertainty 
By Tom P. Morcan 


Yall ’S coming off in 
town, Zeke?” asked an 
acquaintance. 

‘I don’t know, presizely,” re 
plied a citizen of the Sandy 
Mush, Ark., neighborhood, who 
was just back from the county 
seat. “A feller told me that the 
Hon. Amzi Swillman was run 
ning for Congress, and ‘most 
everybody was getting vaccin- 
ated; and then a fight started 
and we both sa’ntered over that 
a-way, and I plumb forgot to ask 
whether them two items had any- 
thing to do with each other or 
not.” 


Sun’s As It Happens 
“Why, it seems only yester- 
MORE DEFINITE? THEY'RE SURELY NOT ALL Mrs day,” said the venerable friend 


of the family, “that your daugh- 
ter was a little girl in short 


let the matter drop. She went directly skirts, and now 
to her new acquaintance and frankly Here the friend of the family smiled 
said: to hide his embarrassment. 

“Mr. S I went up town today and ‘Now she is a full grown young 


bought this string of pearls fora hundred __ lady in shorter ones.” 
and fifty dollars. Do you mind telling 
me your reason for pretending to ad 

mire them?” 

“T don’t care how much you paid for 
them, my dear girl. You are wearing 
perfectly matched pearls worth easily 
sixty thousand dollars. There’s a big 
mistake somewhere,” and he watched 
the girl narrowly. 

Five minutes later a few feet away 
from the orchestra a receiver was taken 


down. 

“Bryant Give me the house 
detective. Hullo, Ned. Any pearls 
missing? Call the men off 


I’ll deliver them in the morning.” 

A man and a girl walked into a wel! 
known Fifth Avenue shop the next 
morning and showed a string of pearls 
Mistakes will occur, you know. There 
was an exchange of packages and it 
was with a sense of real possession that 
Miss H received her own little 
string. 

Home be went with her just to be 
sure, she said, that no magic was at 
work. But magic was at work, for a 
check for one hundred dollars from the 
firm made out in the girl’s name was 
found in the box with the pearls. It 
was her biggest pay envelope. Some- 
how the ball did not seem to be over 
Who knows? Is there the slightest 
reason why Cinderella should not wear Ma. Jerr, ov tus team o Jarre & Ji pl. 

. FINDS IT NECESSARY TO KEEP HIS MINI ON 
her slipper on her neck? HIS WORK. 
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Simple Enterprise 


Messrs Goldw iter, Le Vy nd Cohen were the respective proprictors n the 
order named, of three adjoir ing stores whi h handl 


1 the same line of met 


ul 





( LI S¢ 

Out of this circumstance of propinquit) s born an intense strife of oppo 

T All manner ol petty commer ial ruses were constantly employe lin the 

effort to divert trade into each other’s advantage 
Small attempts proving unsuccessful, Goldwater—on the right onceived 
hig ’ The idea found concrete expressior flamboy nt sign which 
t hed clear across the entire store front. It announced in screaming fashion: 
( 5 nad exte ed letail over the e riace ol plate 
“in neous! Cohet on the left ounced yas r secre ng 
no 5 Sale.’ He suld no longer stall off the hear less demands 
( t cr tor He must | ‘ ont ‘ tonce! He was forced. so 
! to act lly NE tI ngs 
For a short time thereafter (a very short tims por r Levy -whose store was 
he middle—sufiered an acute lack of trade and sympathy. Hopelessly out 


nked on righ t and left, it ippeared that he was smoked out Reduced to the 
cant status of a mere worm, in the matter of competition ; so Cohen and 
Goldwater thought. 

But, running true to the form of the fabled worm, Levy turned, and by 


cans of a simple expedient. In letters five feet high and reaching across his 
store front, he displayed to all and sundry, the ambiguous announcement 


“ Vain Entrance 


Star-Eyed Goddess 
“T just got my star to sign a contract for life. Think that will hold her? ’ 
“Probably hold her longer than if vou married her.”’ 


My Ambitions 


By Doris Betnort 


I r \ I anot r bit of rl ed 

sOF t the 1 ear 1 poet ¢ vered 

JubG! dr f through the recent pub- 
t ' { ‘ re rkable ve 1 these pages, 


\ THEN I was but a baby, 
At five vears old or so, 
I wished to be a motorman 
And make the choo-choo go. 


At ten I was a tombov, 
My ambition was supreme, 
To be a fireman, I yearned, 
And squirt the water-stream. 


At twelve the limitations oi 
My sex I first perceived 

I could not be a boy and thus 
My heart was sorely grieved. 


Thirteen, the age of wisdom 
Decreed for me delight, 
I'd be a high-school teacher 

A learnéd erudite. 


But fourteen scorned professors 
And proved the woman champ, 
I'd cast away all childishness 
And forthwith be a vamp. 


I dare not venture further; 
I’ve but one boon to crave 

It is that mother let me read 
“The Price the Woman Gave.” 


Faulty Art 
When you draw a line only for the other 
chap to toe, you're a poor artist 
’ 
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Old Landmarks 


By Warr Mason 


Illustrated by Ratpu BARTON 


LOOK through all the magazines, and 


ing, and read of modern soups and beans, of merits most 


note the advertis 


surprising. And there are auto ads galore, of gorgeous 
cars and dizzy; of one that is a super-four, and one a 
super lizzie. 

But where are all the good old ads I knew in day s departe d? 
Oh, where are Alcock’s porous pads, for backs that pained and 
smarted? I fear me much that Alcock’s dead, or met with some 
disaster, and down my lonely path I tread, without his helpful 
plaster. And divers pains my system rack, and daily I feel 
tougher; but who can summon Alcock back, to soothe me when 
I suffer? 

And I have many other ills, and for relief I hunger; but 
Beecham doesn’t spring his pills, as when the world was 
younger. My aches are of an ancient sort, and modern cures 
can’t reach ’em, and so I plead and pant and snort, and cry in 
vain for Beecham. Oh, other pills are made, no doubt, pink 
pills for purple people, but they won’t knock old-fashioned gout 
way higher than a steeple. 

And where is Mrs. Pinkham’s face, and where her healing 
chatter, that all the papers used to grace, right next to reading 
matter? Her Compounds were not made in vain; the girls all 
used to drink em, and when they had a dark green pain they 
wrote to Mrs. Pinkham. But her sweet face I see no more, I 
fear she’s joined the quitters; and people seek the corner stcre, 
and call for other bitters. The facts of life are strange and sad, 


we cannot dodge or blink ’em, and no one, in my native grad, 
now writes to Mrs. Pinkham. Thus go the landmarks, one by 
one, and leave behind no traces; and we lament, from sun to 
sun, the old familiar faces. 

I think of dear old friends of yore, and with their mem’ries 
linger; and Old Doc Munyon stands no more, with his uplifted 
finger. Doc Munyon used to make me think J had all known 
diseases, and when he’d driven me to drink with his alarming 
wheezes, he’d laugh to scorn my deadly ills—he had the goods 
to mend ’em; one dose of his dogfennel pills would to the bow- 
wows send ’em. Doc Munyon used to scare me blind—no other 
doc can do it; and if his pir ture I could find, through mellow 
tears I’d view it. 

O’ertaken by relentless fate, our friends of yore have van- 
ished; and where is Jones, who paid the freight? Say, is he dead 
or banished? 

And where is Hood, who fixed our blood, with his famed 
Sarsparillow, when it was rolling, thick as mud, in one dark, 
turgid billow? 

They all are gone, they’ve had to spring, whose faces once 


were grinning, from every book and public print—they all have 


had their inning. New advertisers boost their hats, and cars of 
many splendors, and non-skid drinks, and rough on rats, and 
salves and silk suspenders. Smith Brothers! They alone are 
left of all that bright assembly, and soon of them we'll be bere‘t, 
for they are old and trembly. 
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Only Male Chatter 


By ‘Tupor Jenks 
MET Jasper K. Jones this 
afternoon while I was com 
ing back from Juncheon,” 
said the Banker, to his son. 

“Did you? And how did he 
look?” inquired the Banker's son. 

“Very dashing and effective,” 
the Banker replied. “He seemed a 
little thinner than usual—but that 
may have been due to his darker 
suit.” 

“Then he was not wearing his 
Scotch wools?”’ 

“No. I haven’tseen him in that 
since the last Directors’ Meeting. 
You remember that the trousers 
were just losing their crease at 
that time?”’ 

“T know; but he could have had 
them done over. He hasn’t had 
those woolens but a month or two 





Drawn by J. K. Bryans 


Skip—Il wish THERE 


GET HOME AT THIS RATE! 


Mrs. Skip— Wen 


SAIL THE BOAT rRAIGHT 


BIAS ALL THE TIMI 


FOR GOOD 


rt 


Spriggins could iron them so most people wouldn't know they 


weren't new 


“ Spriggins is a wonder,” the Banker admitted, “ but there is 


a certain je ne sai 
get again, Clarence!” 


“You said something, Papa.” was Clarence’s sighed acqui 


escence. “‘But what was Jaspers 


“Tt was a Schmidt-Grossman creation: 


a dark mixed worsted-and-silk two 


choice today?” 


s quot about a brand-new suit that vou never 


a silver pin-line, on 


button cutaway, half-shaw] 


lapel, half-lined medium weight. with pepper-and-salt trousers.” 


* And his tie?” asked Clarence. 


“Satin with inlaid silk polka-dots, mild taupe in color 


pinned with a single natural 
pearl set in platinum.” 

“Now that’s just like Jas 
per! He forgets nothing! Did 
he wear spats?” 

“Surely! Pearl grey with 
conch-buttons over figured cor 
dovan pumps with capped toe 
and self ties. Everybody turned 
to look at him. as he came from 
the Exchange. Jasper Jones 
knows how to make the best of 
himself!” 

“Did he speak of your nev 
Toga-type Raglan? He must 
have noticed the patched pock 
ets, and cord-lined lapels Why 
Father. I have seen nothing like 
it this week You are the first 
in the field!” 

“Don’t flatter your poor old 
father!’ said the gratified par 
ent “I do my best; but | 
haven't vour vouth, Clarence! 
I can’t wear the pinched-waist 
models as you do I'm no 
longer a 36!” 

“If vou don’t mind my 
quoting from a recent article | 
would say you haven't the 





Drawn by Russ Westover 
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NESS SAKI WHY DON T YOl 


“‘detached degage air which hints 
of the world wayfarer rather than 
of the boulevard flaneur’!” 

“What’s that, Clarence 
Shakespeare?” 

“No, Father. It’s from a re 
cent Theatre Program article.” 

“Well, it’s worthy of Shakes 
peare, anyway!” 

“Isn't it inspiring? The same 
avthor tells us of a new checked 
waist-coat of soft Cashmere wool.,”’ 
Clarence went on eagerly. “It has 
a deepish front opening, peaked 
bottom corners and cut-away 
scyes!”” 

“And what are scves?”’ asked 
the puzzled Banker 

“Armholes, Clarence explains d. 


WAS MORE WIND. WE'LL NEVER “T saved the article for vou.”’ And 


he took it from his pocket. “I'll 
read it to you : 

But just as he began, the 
ladies of the family came in, and 
so Clarence and his father had to change the subject, and talk 
about the Presidential elections, the labor troubles. the League 
of Nations, and other plain dull business-like subjects that 
women could take an interest in. 


What a bore! 


AD OF RUNNING IT ON THI 


Domestic Drama 
“You know that woman?” 
“Yes, she once entered my life for a brief space, all too 
brief.” 
“Eh?” 


‘She was our cook fer three days.” 


SS 
—— 


First Time You Painrep THE FRONT Porcu 
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Plato Prouty, who has changed his mi 





some new shoes, thinks it’s fun 
costs more than the insick 

From now on, any editor buying two of Witt 
movie scenarios at a time will receive an extra 
ne Iree as a premiun 

Phrony Edgin would have her initials carved 
onto her necklocket only they couldn't be seen 
from the street. 

Bill Waite, our grocer, always takes great pleas 
ure in selling pitchforks, as nobody ever asks to 


have one wrapped up 


Our Neighbor’s Car 


By Frepericx Moxon 


HEN we art snug asleep in bed 
And to the world’s existence dead, 
If somewhere near to twelve o’clock 
We are awakened with a shock 
(A whirring, rasping, buzzing nois« 
That shakes our dreamy equipoist 
And looking from our window, we 
In his garage our neighbor see, 
With greasy and perspiring face, 
Letting the hoodless engine race 
With an explosive jump and jar 
How we just /ate our neighbor’s car! 


When on the following A.M 
(Sunday), we righteously condemn 

rhe preparations going on 

Across the fence, and wonder one 

. VW ho « ills hin st lf a cle acon, too!” 

Can disregard his en pty pew 

If then we hear the ‘phone bell ning 

And Mrs. Wilks, sweet little thing 
Invites us for a socis]l ride 

In sixty seconds we decide 

That woods and hills God’s te mpl s are— 


Oh, how we / our neighbor's car! 





Wasted Sympathy 

“Ah, my poor friend, this is 
a sad world!” sympathetically 
said J Fuller Gloom to a dil ip 
idated man who was squanching 
lugubrious whangdoodles out of 
a shabby accordior 

‘It is, indeed, sir,” replied 
the wretched gent. “ And, such 
being the case, could you spare 
me a few pennies wherewith to 
purchase an ’umble meal?” 

“Oh, so you are but a beggar, 
after all? I supposed you were 
a worthy music lover whose wife 
would not permit him to play 
that infernal thing in the 


house <i 


The Sartorial Atom 














’ I I 
“My dear, what’s the matter 
with your eye?’ 
I just finished making my daughter’s coming out dress and 
I had to wear a jewe ler’s eve glass to see it.” 
ving | The Hive Cost of Living 
fa With sugar almost certain to be both scarce and high of price 
for several years to come, row is the accepted time for all 
Larcom’s patriotic and provident Americans to have and keep a bee. 
Dr Exior Kes 
Sure! Swim to Fioripa anp Turn to Your Lert 
14 














Airing the Animals 

By J. D. McMaster 

Summer Girls Summer Men 
NUB-NOSED girls with freckles. 


Shinv-nosed girls W it h low heels. 


Hotel clerks with British accents 
Athletic men with big feet 
Light-haired boys, called ci 


X 


Pretty girls, who know it 


Girls who are hunting husbands. Impressionable men. 


Others that are eluding them. 
1 


Bathing girls that use rouge. College men in pink sweaters. 


er 
hy 


Men who like to go fishi 


Z 
Girls who pl iv l¢ nnis too well. 

Girls that don’t dance well enough, Men who prefer being fished for 
Clever girls that frighten men. Neat men who dance well. 


Dull girls that fascinate men. lall men in short bathing suits. 


Impenetrable men who look interes 














: Heavy-toed waitresses. Bookkeepers that look like millionaires 
Ex-girls, now extra girlish. Millionaires that look like the d« 
Paternal 
Barr—lI don’t seem to be able to think today 
Carr—Why bother? Congress, reformers and others are doing it for 
Besides what you think doesn’t count any more 
In Church 
Drawn by H. C. Gre , ‘ : ' . . 
Urs. Carr—Why did you put eleven cents in the collection box? 
"T° bd > ” ‘ . . . 
Prue Goitr Batt SEEKER Mr. Carr—War tax; che minister told an amusing story 
‘Hey, Doc, vi Lets DON’T COME UP AT THIS a 
- 


TIME O YEA 


The Price of Fame 
By KATHERINE NEGLEY 


HAVE had some sketches printed. 
I know the thrill of opening a thin envelope with a check 
in it. Sometimes it is only a two-dollar thrill, but a thrill 
is a thrill. 
One day, the grocer called me aside 
“] have written a poem,” said he, ina whisper. “It is about 
spring and I want you to help me with the rhyme and meter.” 
“For how much?” said I, hoping for two pounds of prunes 
at least 
“Will five pounds of sugar and ten pounds of potatoes be 
enough?” said he 
“It’s a bargain,” said I. 
The next day I met the milkman. 
“T have written a story,” said he. “It’s a humorous story 
and I want you to help me with the jokes.” 
“For how much?” said I, warily. 
“Fora pint of cream and a quart of milk daily for a month,” 
said he 
“It’s a bargain,” said I 
Soon after, the landlord accosted me when I tried to slip by. 
“T have written a scenario about a vampire,” said he 
“Do you know a vampire?” said I 
“T have seen them in the movies,” said he, “and I want you 
to help me with the acts and scenes.” 
“For how much?” said I. 
“T will give you your apartment rent free until it is finished,” 
said he. 
“It’s a bargain,” said I. 
We have been working on the first reel for two months and 
it is about half finished. 
There are five reels. 


Horticultural 
Dyer—Miss Gay was married the year she came out. 
Ryer—What you might call nipped in the bud. 
15 


Troubled Vision 
“Aren’t vou looking forward to August?” 
“No; I don’t relish the idea of an icemen’s strike.” 





Drawn by W. O. Wrson + A.C. 


Neco Cookh—YEZ CAN WAIT TILL I GIVE THIS PLACE 
ONCE OVER. 
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pence te | 5S pal { ove p 
If the ) on of Gove yr CON eans 
thing beyond the hope of offic eans . ‘ 
Democr ~ ne nselve i ( el ked Wi SO! 
Americanisn Unfor , hic elect ic would ea , 
( dors me or he pre “t im cl VW s| gio | ie 
co nuance r least L other tour ‘ 
The nominator Iso me S ha he ex Pre le | 
yme from Ohio | ‘ by anv me s th his e will 
e Cox 
Phe independ voter yw has his oppo See » regists 
tO ig » nh our gove;r! ent but Cll agi S 
( ~ Stitu mo yr | exper ‘ v ’ rT | 
ymplishm«e 
Senator Harding n 2 realize the ideals of thos: -_ 
( l ed sort ol experime il on tor eve om ho 
~ i theory vants tried out t \r ‘ i expenst lo hose 
others who | e returnes »VO £ sa y, 1 el , ‘ ° 
le i rest from the co ) p g ol nate Cari 
into p ice and a period of reconstruction which will give 
a chance to find o where we ll re 
Then. ha g reg d our breath after o \ omplet« 
ylutions in idair, it will be possibk r us to co er 
ber of things i calme ood 
[| is entirely possi! e that tlter a goodly umber ol the 
Wilson incompetents hi per swept o of ofhict ve 
v even turn our attention to the build g p of rk guc oO 


LN \ i 
nations which shall be founded on something other than one 
n theories and one-man ambitions, and not forced into prema 
ture being as a condition of a universally desired peace 
Much stranger things have happened. In any case it will 
t be the W ilson league with America bound han | and foot and 
i: 


1 delivered to the uses of European politicians. It will b 


wre along the lines of that tribunal which had been thought ou 


{ was in partial existence when Mr. Wilson was still a1 
neard-ot pedagogue 
But out of evil often comes good Mr. Wilson’s unprece 
dented assumption of power, and his international parading of 
the league idea as his own, have done much for it by wavy of 
ulvertisement. But he has claimed for it greater possibilities 
than were ever dreamed by its earlier advocates 
Holding up to the credulous the assurance that his league 
vould complet: ly eliminate war he has made it possible lor 
saner leaders to gain hearing for a league which may at least 


‘ } 


minimize the number of wars and their attendant horrors. 








N 


\. E. Rottaver, Treasurer Grant E. Hamirton, Art Ed 
, ka |. A. Watprox, 4 ate Editor 





Mr Wilson’s methods of idvertisemen have not been 
irable but they have been effective in bringing a certain 
ount of education to persons who without them might never 
have had in\ 
He 
that obscures our ex-Presidents. While he is still visible let 


ne oir hin a" 
is give hi redi 


vill be tore lor g disappear into the px rceptible oblivion 
leo 
‘ 


for the good he unintentionally accom 


O' R newlv-enfranchised sisters seem to have covered then 
1 the They 


scives W ith consid rable credit at onventi 


ll a LIONS. 


even contended with the men in the new convention sport of 





s rd ind only their physi il limitations kept 
ol ion in this field. In oratory they didn’t quite 

rea he heights of Brothers Brvan and Cockran but the testi- 
oO 5 ri\ nanimous that hen they spoke it was in good 


effectively, and in greater moderation than was to hav 

been expected from the more loquacious sex. In voting the 
ave shown at least as much perspicacity as the sterner 
lelegates. It is far too early to draw any conclusions but in this 
out there is no evidence of the misfortunes that were to 


efall us when women broke into politics 


R! GARDLESS of results, what are we to think of ourselves 


t people when we look back at the way our two great 


political parties conducted their business at the recent national 
) ‘ POTLS 
Leaving entirely aside their selections as being non-repré 


sentative of what the people in both parties really wanted, how 
ec Nave mut h respet t for oursel ve S when our most impor 
duties are performed in the ballyhoo atmosphere that 
rked both gatherings 
Genuine bursts of excitement and enthusiasm can not be 
igs are 
so strong and human tension is so strained. That these will 





avoided in such great assemblages where personal feeli 





occur is well known in advance. Instead of measures being 
iken to hold them in check and give the conventions some sen 

blance of deliberative bodies brought together for serious pur 
poses, the convention authorities seem to arranged to make pos 
sible every circus conception and silly manifestation that 
could be suggested or organized by the most puerile persons in 
the halls 

[To measure a statesman’s value by the number of minutes 
the brazen lungs of his adherents can outlast the lungs of his 
opponent ’s followers seems a test better fitted to darkest Africa 
than to civilized America. Compared with some of the other 
doings a sophomore-freshman cane rush is a manly and dignified 
proceeding. The number of plain and fancy fools who are per 
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Drawn by Henman Parmer 








A Limit to His Generosity 
“Young man,” said the fond father, ‘in 


giving you my daughter, I have entrusted 
you with the dearest treasure of my lite 

The young man was duly impressed 
and made no endeavor to conceal his emo 
tion and his gratitude. Then, during the 
few moments of impressive silence that 
followed, he heard the patter, patter of 
rain against the window. 

“Goodness me,”’ he exclaimed, “it’s 
raining and I haven't my umbrella! 
May I borrow yours, sir, to keep me 
dry while I run to the station?” 

“Young man,” said the fond parent, 
“T do not trust anyone with my um 
brella!’”’—Edinburgh Scotsman. 


Modern Heroism—S/e (romantic- 
ally)—Oh, Dick, I wish you’d do some 
thing brave to show your love for me. 

He—Good heavens! Haven’t I asked 
you to marry me despite the present 
high cost of everything?—Boston Trans 
cript 

His Prospects—Rich Parent—So you 
want to marry my daughter—and what 
are your prospec ts? 

Impecunious Suitor—Simply topping 
unless you spoil them!—Pan (London 


mitted to bring themselves to public notice at these quadrennial 


fracases is beyond computation 


Considering all this allowed damfoolishness, it is remark- 
able that what the conventions accomplished is no worse 


than it is. 


HE lately walloped Germans do not seem to recognize that 
they were walloped, judging by their preliminary attitude 


at the Spa conference 


In the days when there was beer, and big brewery wagons 





This One Tried It —Angelinu—N« 
Edwin, I never thought of you that wa 
But I'll be a sister to you 

Edwin—No, thanks! I have a sister 
who Swipes my cigarets socks, ties and 
frat pins, and I can’t afford another. —S‘; 
Paul Pioneer Press 

Scansion—Blondine—1 don’t know 
what to make of Bennie Beanbrough 

Brunetta—I thought you were trying 
to make a husband et him. 

“He is extremely bashful or else he 
thinks I am a poem 

“Thinks you are a poem?” 

* Well, when he is with me he spends 
much of the time scanning my feet.”’ 


Voungstown Telegram 


Charity Extension 
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 Ssudayif’ 
Old Lad \ND WHY DO YOU REFUS}I 
ACCEPT LESS THAN TEN SOUS? 
Beggar—WeELL, YOU SEE, THE DAYS ARI 
MUCH LONGER NOW AND I AM BLIND MORI 


HOURS THAN IN THE FALI AND WINTEI 


Le Rire (Par 


Summer Feverlets—For president 
Any candidate who will guarantee to 
mean what he says. 

For vice president—Any candidate 
who will guarantee to say what he means. 

For the cabinet—A health officer.— 
Journal of the American Medical Asso 
ciation, 


A Slave to Duty—‘I am not a candi 
date,” says the average public man, ‘‘but 
if I can get it, in any way under the sun, I 


will take it.”— New York Mail. 


The Crowd Snickered—Early Tues- 
day morning a Northwestern car, in- 
bound, reached Twenty-seventh and Clif 
ton streets. In front of a nearby cottage 
stood a line of serious-faced men, and 
among them were two or three uniformed 
policemen. 

One male passenger, noticing the line, 
rushed to an open window and called ex 
citedly to a diminutive newsboy stand 
ing nearby 

“What’s the trouble over there, boy?” 

“Nawthin’, it’s election day,” came 
the answer, and the male passenger con- 
tinued to gaze shee pishly out of the win 
dow, while the crowd snickered.—Jndi- 


standers and numerous applications of hardwood clubs to his 


head to convince the German that he was not a super-god 


Sometimes, even after he was locked in a cell, he would revert to 
the idea and try to fight his way out. 


This appears to be the trouble with our present Teutonic 
friends. They think they have the right to name the amount 


of the reparation instead of letting the Allies do it. 
The only proper repartee for this assumption seems to be 


for the Allied commissioners to say: 


“Now then, gentlemen, lay your cards on the table—all 


were navigated by big and befuddled German drivers, in cases of them. And face up, please. Then we'll tell you what we are 


of difficulty it used to take several policemen, some of the by- 
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going to let you keep.’ 
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Gallowminded 

















. } Sets ~~; — 
Immediate Business—‘\re you still parame 
engaged in an effort to signal to Mars?” zs pence ae = 
Not at present,” replied the scie1 <——> - qd} 
] ° ii 
“ignaiing is! O €as\ nese ivs — = 
I 1 s4 lor ate if I I 
N ( ( street car conductor ik = tte 
local co pepeeeenens Wa HE MAN WHO WE)? , HE SAHARA TO HANG HIMSELF IN PEACE AND QUIET—ALA 
al \ S \ 2 (S I» 
Hasty Figuring I took Professor much energy was wasted every time he Ys 
liggs o for a ride in my car the other vas hurled into the t Birmingham 
i Hi J 
‘ Yes 
“He’s fully S ( ed S ) Credulity Box I he oul nd 
rid he He hinking ab has , cide 3 








r once opened his mout! ( Some one gave him a tiger Might Be Much Later —The railroad 


7 think l can expla that He was cub and said it was so tame it would official invited the Stern citizen to com 
pro! bly counting the number of jolts off hi hand ind it did Dalla municate his troubles 
ere g g d calculating how N cui “i Want you to give orders,”’ demanded 


the visitor, “that the engineer of the 


Giving Him the Benefit of the Doubt express which passed through Elm Grove 





at 11:55 be restrained from blowing his 
whistle on Sunday mornings.” 

‘“* Impossible!” exploded the official. 
‘What prompts you to make such a 
ridiculous request?” 

“Well, you sec wie xp! Lined the citizen, 
in an undertone, “our pastor preaches 
until he hears the whistle blow and that 
confounded express was twenty minutes 
late last Sunday.”— New York Centra 


VW agazine ° 


Railroad Talk— A freight crew cn the 
Toledo division of the B. & O. Railroad 
was up on the carpet because of a trifling 
accident. The road foreman was ques 
tioning a brakeman.* 

“Where were vou when the accident 
happened?” 

“In the caboose talking with the boys.” 

“What were you talking about 

Oh, just railroad talk.’ 
‘What do you mean by railroad talk?” 
“Why, whisky, women and back pay 


of course.” —Milwaukee Sentinel 


‘*Tank Town’? Names—‘!’m going 
on a railroad journey. Suggest something 
to read.” 

“What route are you going to take?” 

“One of the branch lines where the 
train stops at a station about every 








twenty minutes.” 
sun. “Then why not read the names painted 
=. H.Nunes. be 
on the little red and yellow depots? 
THIS PATIENT You'll find it a liberal education in sacred 
DICALLY AS AN . 1: 
rier Blaetter %0d profane history, as well as Indian 
lore.”"-—Birmingham A ge-Herald. 
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| 1: 
| ne King Or- 


Lacked Press Agents 


dered ali the el o take the field Che 
chancellor trembling approached the 
throne and vhispered something, but his 

cs Shon I he 1 np enth 

Le he | blic end be ke 1 Call 
of b he wome! d childre he ex 
laimed 

‘But the women and childret . el 


tured the « hancellor “will have ill they 


can do to till the soil operate the fac 
tories keep t he bourses opel and so 
forth.” 
blicity end tal 

of itself!” the king insisted, stubbornh 

he result was about what you might 
expect Che war was foug! 1 valor 
and brilliancy but when it passed 
history it did so with almost a total 
of anything like distinctior S:. Lous 


Gi Democrat 


The Home Town Fire Department 
The fire de partment n ade a record 
vesterdav at the Wavne Fidler home, 
wl 1an alarm at 4:40 o'clock 
and returned to the station.at 4:55. The 


en il receives 


firemen performed their setting up of 
exe ised the 


debili- 


apparatus with alacrity, 


smoldering soot from the roof anc 
tated the functions of the blaze before it 
had time to gain sufficient momentum of 
strength to prove pernicious in_ its 


J ‘alparaisi Vidette 


workings 


Got Off Easy 


oie 
y) 





Py u r (GLAD YOI LIKI rH SHOW, Do YOU KNOW THEY ONLY GAVE ME A WEEK TO 


A Promoter Drops In—‘‘Is this the 
office of the Toadvine Clarion?” asked 
the prospe rous looking Stranger. 

“It is, s ir,” replied the editor 

‘‘My name is Blobbs, sir, J. Vander 
dvke Blobbs of New York, Chicago 
Philadelphia and Boston.” 

‘“*Glad to meet you, Mr. Blobbs.”’ 

“T’ve come here to do great things for 
your town.” 

““Do you mean to say you came all the 
way from New York, Chicago, Philadel 
phia and Boston just to do great things 
for Toadville?” 

“T did, sir.” 

“Well, by gum, I’ll give you a per- 
sonal notice in my paper, but I’m not 
going to buy any oil stock.”—Birming 


ham Age- Herald 


\ Hair-Raising Experience 
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**PARDON, SIR, WOULD YOU BE KIND ENOU¢ 


* * * 


** PARDON, WILL YOU PLEASE PUT IT ON AGAIN?” 


7H 


rO TAKE OFF YOUR HAT?” 


. . * 


—La Journ al 1» 








Reason in Rhyme—The attorney for 
the gas company orated at length con- 
cerning the virtues of his corporation 
client. 

“T say, as the poet said,” he stormed in 
closing, ‘Honor the Light Brigade.’ ” 

And out of the court room crowd came 
a voice: 

“Oh, what a charge they made!”— 


American Legion Weekly. 


His Advice—“ A cat sits on my fence 
every night and makes the night hideous 
with his infernal row. Now I don’t want 
to have any bother with my neighbor 
but this nuisance has gone far enough, 
and I want you to advise me what to do.” 

The young lawyer looked as solemn as 
an owl and answered not a word. 

“T have a right to shoot that cat, 
haven’t I?” 

‘I would hardly say that,” replied the 
young lawyer. “The cat does not belong 
to you, as I understand.” 

““No, but the fence does” 

* Ah!” exclaimed the light of the law, 
“then I think you have a perfect right to 
tear down the fence!’’—London Ideas. 
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The Mark of Distinction 
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Retribution—What’s vour idea of 
eternal retribution?” 
“A profiteer worrying over his income 
tax.”’—Washingion Stas 
Refuses to Stand —‘Stingy isn’t 
he?” 


cTOw d Is 


when the 
f thanks he won’ 


giving some one a vote ol 


Detroit Free Pre 


“T'll say so. Ever 


share in it 


A Belated Hint— He was very affabk 
and free with his opinions, was this yo 
about all he 


had 


ung 


was 


Englishman, but that 


with lo the man who 


was Ire 
carried his bag to the countrvside station 
he had given one whole penny. 
Notwithstanding the forlorn look on 
the man’s face, he still continued to chat 
in an easy manner. 
“I shall never forget,” he 
the splendor of the scenery when I was 


continued 


in Switzerland. It was an education to 
see the sun rise, tipping the little 
hills with gold 

“Ah!” interrupted the man who had 
toiled with his bag. “Them ‘ills was 
luckier than me, weren’t they?’’—London 
Tit-Bits 


blue 


That Noisy Machine — Flaihush— 
Can I borrow your lawn mower for a lit- 
tle while? 

Bensonhurst—What for? You've got 
no grass to cut, have you? 

“No, but I want to frighten your chick- 
ens out of my garden.’’— Yonkers States- 


man. 











Oné Enough—The ex-gob, now thi 


father of triplets, proudly displayed his 


offspring to his bashful buddy. 


“What do you think of them?” h 
chortled 
“Well replied his buddy doubtfull 


‘if 1 was you I think I'd keep that one 
there.” —A merican Legion Weekly. 
His Army—‘“There’s one thing I’ve 
always wanted to ask you about your life 
in France,” she said. 

“Ves?” prompted the ex-buck tremu- 
lousls 

“What did you and the colonel usually 
Home 


talk about at meal times?” The 


Set tor. 


Was a Man All Right—Edith Whar 
ton, the writer, tells this war story: 

“The American 
brought in from the Marne battle, 
fussy woman in a khaki uniform and Sam 
knelt a stretcher and 
this case an officer or only a 


wounded were being 
a 


and 
srowne belt over 
said, ‘Is 
man?’ 
“The brawny corporal who stood be- 
side the stretcher gave her a grim laugh 
‘Well, lady, he ain’t no offic er, 
hit twice in the innards, 
he’s got two bullets in 


and said 
but he’s been 
both legs busted 
both arms, and we dropped him three 
times without his lettin’ out a squeak, so 
man.’”’ 


I guess ve can call him a 


Vational Re publi an 


Cold Logic 
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Gendarn HEY, WHAT ARE YOU DOING OUT 
HERE? 


“TRYING TO SLEEP.” 

“But It’s AGAINST THE LAW TO SLEEP IN 
THE STREET.” 

‘THEN RUN ME IN.” 

‘| CAN'T ARREST YOU, 
CROOK OR YOU'RE HURT.” 

“So! To SLEEP INDOORS ONE MUST BE A 
MILLIONAIRE OR A CROOK, OR ELSE GET 
SMASHED BY AN AUTOMOBILE. ALL RIGHT! 
[oMORROW, ME FOR SOMEBODY'S POCKET 
oht!** 420 (Flore 


UNLESS YOU'RE A 


BOOK Coop-? 


Solving the Servant Problem 


Beginner’s Luck—The third hitch 
man and the no-striper had been sent out 
on patrol duty in No Man’s Land with 
strict instructions to get the sniper who 
had been worrying the company all day 
Finally the offending Jerry was located 
among the branches of a tree 

With the utmost coolness the old-timer 
took careful aim, fired and Che 
recruit, with teeth chattering, wobbled 
his rifle to his shoulder, pulled the trig- 
to the ground 


missed. 


ger, and the sniper fell 
dead 
Disgustedly the 
listments watched the performance. 
‘“No wonder you got him,” he growled. 


veteran of three en 


“You aimed all over the tree.’’-—A meri 
can Lk gion Wee RI\ 
Cook’s Guide—The veteran’s son 


asked to see his father’s book of drill regu- 
lations. The parent took a bulky volume 
down from the shelf. 

“But this,” protested the voungster 
“is a cook book.”’ 

“Certainly,” the ex-warrior replied, “I 
was a company cook, my son.”—The 
Home Sector. 


‘ 


Cruel Words—‘‘It’s unkind to treat 
me like this.” 

“Why, Archibald?” 

“You kissed me good-by when I went 
away to war.” 

“When you left you told me vou were 
going to be a hero, but judging from the 
buttons, helmets and other things you 
brought back, vou were only a souvenir 
hunter.”’-—Birmingham Age- Herald. 
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MAID. Yor 


ELECTRIC 


\ Stockholn 


ONTHE FARM 
ety 


‘The farmer is 





Idle Embellishment 
no longer depicted with hayseed in his 
hair.” 

“T should say Mr. Corn 
“Hayseed is too valuable a ne 
be used merely as 


not!” said 
tossel. 
cessity just now t 
an article cf personal adornment 


Washington Star. 


Not for Him—*‘ Naw, I wouldn’t like 
living in New York.” 

“Why not, Uncle Heck?” 

‘I den’t see no place to pitch horse- 
shoes.’’—Louisville Courier-Journal. 
Helpful Elimination—* Well,” said 
Farmer Corntossel, “I reckon I’ve done a 
pretty good afternoon’s work.”’ 

“But all you did,” commented Jud 
Tunkirs contemptucusly, ‘‘was to sit 
on the fence and whittle.” 

“Yes; but what I whittled up was the 
family ouija board.’’—Wushington Star. 
“Tf some of the real good- 
began Farmer 


A Risk 
lookin’ young fellers 
Corntossel, thoughtfully. 

“What about ’em?” said his wife. 

“Tf they put on overalls—”’ 

“Yes, yes; go on.” 

“They're liable to be mistook for 
farmerettes and put to work!’’—IVash- 
ington Star. 
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jl Dy } p x é y bled B \D Br EAKS th pe 1 from news pa pers, m ine .) yf S. Original r lippin A) with SOUrCée indi- 
must d Hed l now na le nature f the BAD BREAK. Vo rejected Bat BREAK will be returned unless postage s 
No materia ready published as BAD BREAKS considered, and BAD BREAKS in advertisements are desired. The 
é } } ith tributors t tment VU lup lion rer ved, and the postmar leler- 

priority of consi li A prize of $5 t BAD BREAK accep le wre 
rongue-Tried | horses were a Pp eis Shooting the Shoots—** The Ladies 
ell LICKED in Kentucky by every one | This Week's Prize “Break” ARTILLERY to the R. M. A. here has d« 
except a cet t er and his crowd.” ( ributed by cided that all the disagreeable traits of 


The Dawn of a Blasted Hope 
‘With the signing of the Walker 22.75 
Per Cent. Beer Brit and the boxing 


=| 


measure toda, Coveror Smith cleane 
up all the thirty-day bills in his hands.” 


New York World (lm. E. Breen.) 


Penetrating the Mailed Fist—‘A 
Thursday dispatch from Holland report- 
ed that the former German ruler had been 
wounded in the PAW, when attacked by a 
Belgian, who, by means of a fraudulent 
permit, gained admittance to the castle 
occupied by Wilhelm, at Doorn.”—Lim 
(O Republican Gazette. (Clair T. 
A er.) 


Boys Will Be Boys—‘Boy Ar 
rested After Firing at Black Hander 
Antonio Agre, AGED FORTY-FOUR, of No. 

lileston Street, was arrested on a 


r ol carry 


I ing a loaded revolver, 
ter, it is alleged, he fired three shots at 
he claims to be a ‘ Blackhander.’” 


B ton Amer j I S. Given.) 


“Never Blows the Rose So Red” 
What a v mp she vas! Not the made 


to-order ‘movi mp’ but a siren re 
cruited from the ranks of life itself She 
was the picture of px Even the fa 


mous RED NOSE Was SNUGGED CLOSELY TO 
HER BREAST Los Angeles Record R. 
Erickson.) 


Six Hundred Aged Feet—‘* There’s 
a house TWO HUNDRED YARDS OLD on my 
farm,’ said Miss Held.’”’—San Francisce 


Chronicle. (H. M. Steere.) 


H.L.MclItroy, Williamsburg, Va. 


Atlas Removes the Burden from 
His Love 











‘When she drew away, hereyes 
held the light of the worLp brim- 
ming toward him. He looked at 
it and brush he EARTH fron 
he leeve a her \ t vith 
careful touch.”—Pictorial R 
Mexican Vindictiveness—‘Ralph 


Greenlaw, son of E. F. Greenlaw who, 
ith another son WAS KILLED BY MEXI- 
CANS SUNDAY, Was MURDERFD AT THE 
SAME PLACE MONDAY, according to ad- 
vices here.’”—Davenport Democrat and 
Leader. (A. Ehrecke.) 
Condensing the Hour Glass—‘‘ The 


fine pipe organ, RECENTLY ORDERED SEV- 
ERAL MONTHS AGO from Geo. Pilgren & 


Son, St. Louis, for the First Presbyterian 
Church, arrived this morning ar ; being 
unloaded and stored the church 


out from beneath her bed the suitcase 
she crammed in the little garment, and 
finally, strapping down the | gain, laid 
her head against it, SILENTLY SCREAMING 





her despair 


erine Illal ) 


Wonders of the Human Body— 
“The SMALL INTESTINE of an infant, 
where almost all the dige stion is done, is 
about NINE FEET LONG, and the LARGE 
INTESTINE about EIGHTEEN INCHES 


San Franc Chronicle. (H. M. Steere 
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character that a child may possess can be 


traced directly to its father.’—The Rail 
way Post Office Kansas Citv, M 
(Mrs. F. L. Wilder.) 


Yea, Verily—‘‘ His death was due to 
the AFFIRMITIES of age.’— St. Louis 
Gl Democrat. (V.S. O'Brien.) 


Branded at the Altar—“ Statistics 
from a sermon preached by Dr. Hudgins 
on the 28th anniversary of his rectorate 
of St. Peter’s, Rome, Ga., we find he had 


condu ted church Services, cele 


brated the holy communion 1780 times 
conducted 180 funerals and MARRED So 
couples.”"—Rome (Ga.) Tribune-Herald 


S.£ Roberts.) 


Difficult Days for Correspondents 


“Dispatches from POLAND are evidently 
undergoing heavy delays lelegrams to 


the news agencies, filed at midday, occu 
pied five hours in transmission. They 
confirm that the normal life of the city 
has been suspended in LonDONDERRY.”’ 
New York Tribune. (J. Acton Lomax.) 


Hard Words for Our Solons— 
“*Both Houses of Congress HAVE ILLITER 
ATES AND NON-ENGLISH-SPEAKING ALIENS 
who have declared their intention to be- 
come American citizens.’ —Fort Sheridan 


(JH.) Recall. (G. P. Frver.) 


Men and Wo-men—“ Men applying 
for a place in this heme must be white, 
BACHELORS OR WIDOWS, who may have, 


through misfortune, lost t} 


le means they 
once had for support.’”—Adanta (Ga.) 


Constitution. (B.S. Lowry.) 
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Intermezzo, 


r HE orig | idea of my progressive boss in starting 
* Be een Covers 1 S to give me 1 job Prohibi 
tion had made terrible inroads into 1 income, as 
mv ten elixirs a « ow cost $ instead of the 
old $ He put me on literature be Sse « \ 

profound knowledge of handbooks. I a1 OW gl g odds « 

I to 1 oO the 1 ortalit ol Jox Conrad nd lay g evel 


The second reason for starting “Between ( 

P| raise the intellectual tlooring of the countrv—t 
wood, ankle-turning, mental apartment of the ] 

tening parquet bottoms covered with rugs of 


fantastic designs 
We are making our appeal to those who have 
books, and ¢ specially to those whs can’t read I 


the original 


Robin, 


By BENJAMIN 


,Pe , 
*ublic into glis 


humorous and 


no time to read 
ienry James in 


So now, dear reader, you know, in a general way, why we 


have started something 


Rk bin ad Dare 
[ was Walter Pater, literary plumber emeritus at Oxford 
' University, who wrote, “All the arts aspire to music.’ 
but Pater died before the “ movie” play left the bottle 
or the corn fritters’ stage \ll the arts aspire to music And 
what does music aspire to? The “movies,” of course 
\ great many movies get Einsteined. They are full of bent 


lights and para ll | jags that meet 


to the “movie”; it seems to have annexed it 
old mossbacks of the writing art left; a few tories 


> 


persist; but, generally speaking, today the prope 


ing mankind is not man 

There’s “Some Nephew,” by G. S. Montany 
& Company Mr. Montanye has gone so far 
archaic idea of chapters He heads his subdiv 
Ihis book is in six reels, and it’s great fun all th 

Here’s Robin, a kid—and some kid! Roll C 
Marie Dressler, Doug Fairbanks and Bill Hart in 


have this Reel Boy. Robbie's uncle was a film 1 


Literature has not aspire 


There are a fev 
of the pen still 


r stucy ot writ 


but Bill the Camera Man. 


Mofiat, Yard 
as to drop the 
isions “reels.” 
e way through 
harlie Chapli 
to one, and you 


nagnate. Rob 


bie himself was a Western boy. He visited his uncle and moved 


into the **m« vies > Robin becomes the Star JOY bov of the 
camera rhere’s nothing he can’t do and he is the devil of the 
Stu lio 


put your boy right into the “movies.” — Health, 


After you read this original and side-splitting book, you'll 


adventure and 


and William 


Lulu 


De CAsseER! 


HAVE the same defect as Mr. Henry P. Ford in mixing 
up names. You remember he got Benedict Armold mix« 


up with Arnold Bennett. Memory is a banana peel, and 


the greatest of us skid 
Now, I always get Zona Gale and Zane Grey mixed up. I 
1 going to get examined about it It isn’t fair to either of thes« 
two geniuses It is frightful when I consider the number of 


times I have written Zona Grey and Zane Gale. Some day Ill 


} 
I 


fired for these errors 

“Miss Lulu Bett” (D. Appleton & Co.) is by Zona Gale (I 
got my eye fixed on the title page). Zona has taken over the 
Middle West by mutual ; ement with Booth Tarkington, who 
has charge of Inaiana; } h Wharton, who has foreclosed on 
New England; John Fex, who grabbed the Kentucky moun 
tains; George W. Cable, who covers the old South; and Robert 
W. Chambers, who has 

Lulu is a kind of iami!: 
the mocnshine and polis! Ss up the cowbell She commits mar 
riage in order to escape. Foolish Lulu! It would have been 
better for her to have come to New York and be a Follies frivol 
\ccording to the book, she comes out all right because she has 
a Nil desperandum character—like Bryan and all Mid 
Westerners 
Can Zane go Zona one better? My money’s on Zona 


iatter rights on all roof gardens 
drudge—cleans the windows, makes 


William the Beloved 
VERYBODY loves, I suppose, William J. Locke Hy« 


writes the sort of novel that you must have when you get 
tired of Doug and Mary, Maximilian Harden, Mr. Mun 
sev’s editorials, old Doc. Lodge and Rex Beach 
Locke is always taking vou and me back to that divine and 
perpetual adventure, Love; to that one incident in your life 
when you forgot to eat your meals because a woman's fac« 
looked up from the pate. He is always reviving, in his stories 
that wondrous emotion that no square-head of a cynic can ever 
epigram away 
“The House of Baltazar”’ John Lane ( ompany is Locke 
at his latest and best. It is the story of John Baltazar who h 
been a slacker in life till the Great War sounded its colossal 
trumpets at Armageddon. Everybody he knew was in th 
whirlpool. John came back, but just how he did is the secret 
of the book, which taps the finest vein in the fiction mine ol 


today . 





































Drawn by Henwan Parmer 


G. B. S. and Theatric Commercialism 


By Perritron Maxwet.! 


RECEIVED a letter from G. Bernard Shaw the ot her day 
in which he said, in his customary startling way: “I sin- 
cerely hope the pictures will gobble up what is left of the 
theatre Most of it was gobbled up long ago by the com- 
mercial syndicate; and the sooner t he process Is ¢ ompleted, 
the better; for when all hope of hanging on to the commerical 
theatre is finally extinguished a new theatre will be born.” 

G. B. S. has been preaching the “new theatre’ for more 
than thirty vears. But he does not use the term in the same 
constricted sense that the Greenwich Village idiots use it. He 
advocates the literarv drama, but in the sense that the new play 
should be better written and with a keener appreciation of the 
workings of the human mind and the logic of human motives 
He has shown, of course, that he knows what he is talking about 
when he damns the commercial drama, for in addition to being 
the most acute analyst of public affairs in Great Britain he is a 
shrewd business man and a conscientious artist 


But what are we to believe is the matter with the theatre 
‘ ] 


when men like Shaw. who have made a fortune out of it, openly) 
denounce it and hail its suddet ind complet extinction? It 
would be impossibl to point out many of ts weaknesses in this 


thumbnail space, but I think I can tou h a few of the high (and 


very sore Spots 
rhe stage is one of the most important factors any country 
il possess Its influence mav be tor good or tor evil. The 
politicians have not as vet discovered this fact; when thev do 
wt hall have a nator il endowed theatre the real thing not 
thboard one Che theatre has failed as an influer ce tor good 
he ec it has been converted from an art to an industry; it is 
the hands of business mer ind speculators it is On a par with 
he r tessen store ind t he shoe shop Its heart is not or 
the ge but in the box-office Its ce gradation set in wher 
manage! egan to “corner” pl ithors and actors: wher 
managers began to buy plays thev had never seen (often with 
no intention of producing then nd paid larger royalties to 
authors than their competitors in order to control the successful 


playwrights’ entire output. Then followed costly productions 
intended to tickle the eve nd sandbag thought. lf on 
manager put on a ballroom scene with real Louis Quinze furni 
ture, another manager would cable the Tuilleries with an 


at his 


offer to sign up Louis himself for twenty-two weeks 
own figure 
Making a business of the theatre and finding there was “ big 


oney in it” has placed the drama in the same class with the 


manufacture of campaign buttons, ouija-boards and corsets. 
But theatrical production involves a greater risk than most 
other commercial enterprises and hence managers “play safe” 
by avoiding whatever smacks of an experiment; and the “sure 
fire’’ play is the play most likely to appeal to the emotions of the 
greatest number of people. But very few managers are willing 
to trust to the good taste and education or the ability to discrim- 
inate on the part of the crowd. 

The stage lives by experiment and without experiment it 
cannot carve out new lines of progress; lacking progress it falls 
hopelessly behind the big accomplishments of the day While 
all other arts and sciences are striding into a larger, newer 
life the drama remains (save alone for its greater realism) as 
stagnant as Yorick’s jesting tongue. The little entertainment- 
venders now in control of the theatre cannot see or appreciate 
this fact. Plays are a commodity, like beans and pig iron, and to 
be a worth-while investment the public must buy its wares from 
the manager-merchant in large quantities; and the theatre must 
be filled at once or its offerings go to the scrap heap 

With what result? That a certain type of play that “catches 
on’ is imitated to the point of nausea. (Note the long string 
of bedroom farces last season When some really independent 
producer with a mind of his own and a thought above his own 
rotund stomach produces a great drama like * Lightnin’ ” or 

Abraham Lincoln’ the human adding machines of the show 
business are aghast; their imitative faculties are palsied. Try 
is thev mav the v cannot rise to the plane of progress « stablished 
by dramatic imagination plus art sense. 

The joke on the managers is that thev are mostly bad busi 
ness men. in spite of their business zeal; their puppet shops are 
run on a slipshod basis; the average manager’s office is a chaotic 
mess in charge of an office-bov who assumes all callers are in- 
truders and where efficiency never got past the gate. Theatrical 
expenses have lately soared to heaven; rents have climbed to the 
zenith, the salaries of actors and working crews have been 
forced up to the breaking point. advertizing costs and printing 
bills have nearly doubled and yet the price of seats remain the 
“hits” are running. What kind of a business 
man is it that allows nis expenses—his “overhead ’’—to expand 


same. even where 


hen he knows he cannot increase the price of his goods to 
the customer? 
\ll things considered, who will deny that G. B. S.’s wish 
that the commercial theatre be gobbled up by the movie inter- 
ests is not nearer fulfilment than most of us dare admit? 


eo eee 











1 


Dorothy Mackaye 
taking advantage of 
her good looks and 
pretty frock tries to bull- 
doze John Westley into 
“Seeing Things,”’ which he 
can’t very well do with his 
monocle tucked away in his 
waistcoat pocket. 


‘Plays Between 
Pillar and Post 










Frank McIntyre, feeling 
like a boob and looking like 
the barbered Shah of Persia, 
does his bit to make “ Seeing 
Things ” a considerable success. 






2 
Edna Bates with a 
full market basket and 
a well-stocked pork bar- tah 

rel is indifferent to the eee 
H. C., of L., while Lynne ae. 
Overman is busy support- Gt 
ing himself with a pillar of 
society. They are both in 


“The Honey Girl.” he! 
a 
he 
Fe 
bs t; 
. $4 254 witty =e 
wr uk an ae tee 8 


Frances Carson who loves 
horses and horse racing and 
Willie Collier who loves Frances 
(only in “The Hottentot’’) but 
hates horses (only in “The Hot- 
tentot’’) closed the track recently 
at the Cohan-Theatre in New 
York after scoring a long run. 
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Sense 


vonders of the Ameri 


tor combining, on ; 
ol photodrama with the che ipest sort 


or one of Tourneur’s 


perheps a Griffith picture 


rin possible bl i k Savages ¢ h SIT 


in majesty assembled on le all other subjects 


to affect injuriously our weak and inflammable mora 


sors disapproves 


exhibition in Pennsylva 
as far as I can see 


er three hundred ind better belong to the 


departed ages ol he motion pit ture 
industry’s infancy, and French films and fly-by 
night companies with a couple of thousand dollars’ capital 


Femaining odd films two dozen or less altogether 


cially canned films 


Senne nae, 


‘within the memory « 
Looking over the names of the that produced 


ns offensive to the official morals of the State of Pennsylvania 


et 


like reading a list of the dead in a motion picture mausoleum 


—s 





Famous Plave rs 
Particularly Fox 


—— Sr 


ees 


Censorship 


Li NSO 


nclusion: After all, Mack 


We are te rced to an obvious ce 


Sennett of bathing-girl fame must be a pretty cagey bird. The 
inventor of screen bathing suits with fascinating females pro 


truding from both ends is able to get past in Pennsylvania. 


The nar that Lops the Censor’s list is one that is still alive 
having languishingly outlived the allotted motion picture spar 
of life—threescore months and ten. This is the American Filn 


Compar v, that can boast eleven censored films 

The American has languished not so much because its filn 
were POIsol ous opinion liffers here is bec ause the Vv were poor 
inimous). Usually, it may be remarked, the two go 
hand in hand 

Then comes Fox. Ten films. And all ten, mind you, scored 
against our scant two dozen of modern times. Practically halt 





opinion un: 


the entire list ef recently disapproved films. Evidently, unlike 
Mack Sennett, Fox couldn’t even be clever. 

Other names on the obsolete list are unimportant. Othe 
names on the “modern” list are not: Paramount-Artcraft 
Famous-Plavers-Lasky ranks next to Fox, with five films— 
a film a word. 

What makes this fact stand out as vital, instead of being 
merely cute, is that the Famous-Players-Lasky group is prac- 
tically at the head of the motion picture industry in America 
today, and is making, on the whole, the best pictures. It is in 
a position of leadership that even the still-decidedly-alive Fox 
organization cannot for a moment claim. 

What Famous does today many of the other companies will 
be doing tomorrow 

Without going into any arguments for or against official 
censorship as against the more general censorship of publi: 
taste and underlying good sense, let us remember three 
things 

Although the screen, during the past three vears, has been 
much cleaner than during the early days of filmdom, the 
pendulum is now obviously swinging the other way once 
more 

Leading producers, like Famous-Players-Lasky, are bringing 
n more and more of the sex lure to gratify the “come-ons.” 

Mack Sennett, having survived the period o 
liness—perhaps because of so much bathing—is still flourish 
ing like the proverbial green bay-tree, and spreading throughout 
filmdom (censors or no censors) the gospel of the prosperity of 
the bum joke, accompanied by the lovely limb, largely 


relative clean 


exposed. 
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A pot-pourri (accent on the poor) of recent film nudities which tional impressionability of youth (or senile old age.) Do you want 
mean nothing except their producers’ desire to fatten on the emo- your children or your grandfather to feast on this kind of rubbish ? 
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Cleopatra and Economics 
lived to-day 


If ¢ 


— 


She 


W 


Opa 


} i 


rserfvan 


‘t have romance 


have 


a cha 


ne 


imp old Tony : 


wear creations fine 


never | 


’ 


ea million 
s can’t be 
Tony 


tround 


never get old 


or there’s no wine 


ne 


er, never cou 


le 


ith girls so scantly 


four 
MOUl 


l com pe 


gowne 


serts 
| 


gay 


id been brought from France. 


d 


She couldn’t live in old New York 


To a farm she’d have 


For 


judged by modern standar 


t a 
io g 


She had but little dough 


And 


ir be px yor 


Well 


} 


< 


she'd have to vamp a plumber, 


Dry 


for th 


’ 


( 


a 


nd live 


Fact 


freedon 


have to go there 


im wot 


V ale 


of Cuba 


Lo enjoy 


And Other Things 


they 


trou! 


Say 


t’s nothing 


that 


so does whiskey 


money 





Recor 


d. 


in ‘98 


{or 


makes 


Le 








ae cr pe a F 
a 




















He Wanted to 


an got in 


Know 
Richmond railway 


An 


station 


a cab at the 
and said 
haberdasher’s.”’ 

said the driver, whipped up his 


‘Drive me to a 
“Vaas 


horse 


suh,”’ 


and drove a block: then, leaning over to 


address his passenger, said 


“’Scuse me, boss, but whar d’yu say you 
wanter go?” 
‘To a 
“Yaas, suh, yaas, suh.”’ 
there was the 


‘’*Scuse me, 


haberdasher’s.”’ 
After another block 
performance 

whar d’ vu 


same 
boss, but say yu 
wanter gor 

“To a haberdasher’s,” 
patient reply 


was the somewhat im 


Then came the final appeal 

“Now, look a-here, boss, I be’n drivin’ in dis 
town 20 years, and I ain’t never giv’ nobody 
away vit. Now you jes’ tell dis niggar whar 


’t is you wanter go.”’—-Minnesota Foolscap. 
What a Knockout of a Joke! 


“Every time I have an argument with my 


wife I enter it in a small diary 
Yh—I sec You keep a little scrap-book.” 
Columbia Jester 
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the College a VitS Fie 





JUDGE 








Or Was It Heredity 
“My darling!” exclaimed Waldemar 
Without relaxing his hold a 
drew Querentia close to him. 


soulfully 
bout her waist, he 

Then, 
chin a trifle with trembling hand, he 


grip to her 


tilting her 
shifted his 
shoulders 


Re estate closer and 


slightly turning his head, he passionately kissed 
the petal-like lips, tae ct times 
“(uerentia,”” he breathed, “Ilove you. You 
are the first girl I have ever kissed.” 
She nestled closer to him. 
“Ah,” she whispered, “is not instinct won 


derful? Kansas Sour Owl. 


Lines All Right 
writes may be 


The 


Of gracefulness it bears no signs: 


verse she uncouth; 


But though her rhymes are bad, forsooth 

Who does not love to scan her lines? 

Illinois Sires 
Jealousy 

“Esther told me I was the first boy that 
ever kissed her.” 

‘Too bad she had such a puue scar Penn 
State Froth. 

One Thing Sure 

Co-ed (showing her new diamond Do you 
think Jack’s love for me is true? 

Sorority Sister—Well, there’s a good ring to it 


anyway Kansas Sour Owl 














She—I wonder 


if they’re going to cool the 
for the dance. 


cl ibhouse 
H1e—No use; it’s going to be too 
Stanéord Chaparral 


hot a dance. 


> 
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humans, what guarantee have we 
that Aeolus and the Weather Man 
will not arrive by secret covenants 
to put all the tempered winds in 
storage? 
Some People 

Even with a deflated dollar, 

some people can’t buy sense. 





A Shock Absorber 
Mrs. Spendit—John was furious 








Drawn by C. 


[HE BEST LAID PLANS 


A Street-Car Flirtation 
By Jeanne Ouprietp Porrer 


- was a maiden with hair of gold, 

‘ And eyes of the deepest brown, 

He was a chap with a dashing air, 
The best dressed man in town; 

From dawn till dark and from dark till dawn 
Chey had nothing to do but pose, 

He was an ad for somebody’s suits 
And she for somebody’s hose. 


From nods to smiles and from 


OF MICE AND MEN GAN 


AFT A-GLAE. 


The Disappearance of Duds 
By Benjamin De CasserRes 
HE rise of the price of clothing to em- 
pyrean heights may prefigure the return 
to fig-leaves. 

It is a certain thing that in that era there 
will be fig-leaf profiteers. The results will be 
disastrous to the bases of modesty. 

If we have all got to go completely naked at 
last and the Lord tempers the wind to shorn 





smiles to talk og 4 
Their little affair progressed, FP 
He liked the fit of her tailored skirt, | 
And she liked the cut of his vest; cs 
He was justly proud of his shoul- me 
ders broad me 
And she of her ankles trim ny 
So he smiled gaily across at her a 
And she smiled back at him vt 


wwe, 


Chus the flirtation went on and o1 


S¥ 
As merrily as could be, $4 
Till each bored the other almost to i>”: 


death— 
They called it, of course, ennui 
But the ending was sudden, the 
ending was swift, 
And truly a change of scenes 
For where he had posed was an a 
for soup, 
Where she’d smiled was an ad for 


beans 


ree 
hs 





My Nemesis 

By Evcene Locknart 
I AM depressed. I have unwit 
tingly formed the habit of at 
tending the movies regularly and 


I find that in the film my name’s 
1 social millstone. It prevents x 


me from ever being the dentifri- 
cial hero. The distraught heroine 
never throws her arms around my 
neck. I am never given a close-up 
in which I can register Joy or Hate 
They never give me a fade-out on 
a twilight sky-line. Not with my 
name. Jamas the flicker in the film 
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—an evil necessity. I enter to exit. 
My expression is expressionless. In 
every reel I bow stiffly or hand the 
heroine cards on a silver salver. It 
is quite depressing. My father is to 
blame. His name is Jenkins. 


RA 
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Drawn by Ratru Barton 
‘NOW THAT THE COS1 





Oo} 


because I bought those cost ly sum- 
mer furs without telling him. 

“You should be more consider- 
ate, dear. I never make expensive purchases 
until I have talked it all over with Henry and 
he has vetoed the idea.” 


Crabbing the Act 
Neighbor—Johnny! Why did you slap your 
little sister? 

Johnny—She told my girl I was only fifteen 
years old. 
Neighbor 


Johnny 


How old are you? 
Thirteen. 
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CANDY 1S sO HIGH, Dotter, | May 


FEED YOU ONLY ONE BON-BON AT A TIME.” 
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Tabloid Culture 


I 17 THE ART EXHIBITION 
WAYS \ “T have always n 


‘ h the olde 
gz ou have the 
‘ 
\ coo roscur ery 
) 
R t good « ‘ 
| 7 yiot t is if ry 
ig 
] Still. one ist nt « 
l Vv sad] thoug 
‘ hat the ld ers the 
pI 
ré T ” , he ‘ 
I gno ( 5 yg 
| pro ¢ oO re 
It eaut |, but is it 
( rtist bv ] ll name Ss 
X. Sargent, or Jol J. Whistler 
Sargent, or Whistler It bespeaks 
; ‘ h their ork habits na 
might not | e the rect ( s 
‘ 
er admit you do not understand what the 





i t was driving at. Just say, a little bored, 
ih \h, ves, a fine example of the Post-Imy 
J j stic school And vet and vet I some 
imes wonder whether Dauber has an under 
ling of the true inwardness of arf, and 
| I es | rather nclined to the opinion 
hy hat his work is merely the exterior evidence 
shallow cosmos You don’t know exactly 
; t cosmos is, of course, which puts you in 
; large and distinguished company 
if} Don’t fail to consult your « italogue before 
' ‘ rl an opi ion on a picture Never, 


ws 


Ter walk up to a 


|, ng For Heavet *s sake 


\ picture is ¢ 


' torr _ 


Tole ne cr 1 Tle ire 


picture ( irelessl\ 
another exampl 
exan 


I could 


Parrish or Jimmy Flagg 
If the most striking picture in the 
} 


the newer irtists 





room Nas 


been done by one of s l 
flat-footed in front of it and sniff audibly. | 
the artist happens to be around and you be 
come acquainted with hin tell hir how ] 
might have improved the picture by a judicious 
ipplication of sepia and high light vith a 
little softening in the middle distances \lso 
tell him about your cous vho is a boo 
keeper, but who could have been a great artist 


if he had given the time to it. 
about how beautifully your cousir 
Orson Lowell, and mention casually 
once took the still-life 
school 

Never poke at picture \\ 


see ll it fi 


t he 

high 
ne to 
t oO 

















Westover 


“MISTER, YA BET 
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and some of the paint might come off on your 
cane soiling it 

You might mention, brilliantly: “It alw 
that nature imitates art.”” No 
body nowadays seems to remember that Oscar 


Wilde said it 


seems to me 


nrst 


I] 17 THE CONCERT 


\N vou glare well? Youn 


so vou can do a fine job of plain nd 
glaring if somebody behind vou makes a slight 
noise during a number. You might help th 


yy ving “SI 


dmonition along by saving h-h”: it is of 


o consequence that your shshing is louder thar 


the original interruptior The moral effect of 
it is what really matters 
You must also learn to fidget 1 our seat 
This is tine art vou must not hdget so mucl! 
hat any action can be taken about it, and yet 
must be enough to be oving to all within 


I ou e not spe VY g a 
vou 1 find it worth it 

Ir l oice 101 en gh t¢ be he rd by our 
companion and poir djacent, mention that 
ou KNO the soloist Tell about your last 


conversation with him, passing sketchily over 
vhat he said to you and going in heavily and 

Che people 
little human 


inte nsely 


hat vou said to him 


at length for \ 


you will like it these 


around 


interest touches about the great are 


interesting to then 


You might remark: “It t 


seems to me tha 


t used to be and 


music nowadays isn't what it 


it never was.” This is a good epigram, even 
iv get by with it 
while the num- 


‘I never cid 


if it is old, and you'll probal 


You might say, a trifle bored 


ber is being played, of course 


like the andantino quasi allegretto part ol this 








AR; THIS IS A TOUGH NEIGHBORHOOD.” 


30 


it is in his earlier mannah, don’t y’knov 


best. He would have done 


h was not his 
better if he had made it 


1] 
Negro nor 


troppo 


while the audience around you 1s getting its 
breath You will get av with it. because 
, } ‘ ‘ ] noer , nl 1] 
OdDOdYN \ | Ince;rs ou niess On 
' , 

bov Huneker is somewhere i the eigh 
borhood nd hell never give ou away, bles 
hi 

is sO 

( ‘ ‘ 1] ] ; 

rel { i { {iis SSIOT 

} ol | 

rursé 5s to etnet! ‘ OlOIs VOC’ 
olor tur soprano or s TI) me 0-sopTa 0 
Li k s I perior whet vi r companion 
ntures to suggest that she bi co 

= 

lto 1 ‘ Poor mp + 0 [ 

ontralto I ore t vou Kno hat 
‘ a _ » al ld it 

olor n soprano 1s (or should | 
dpe - re 


Never be e1 
plause; it just simply isn’t done by anybody 
who is anybody. You might yawn 
“Oh, ye-e-e5 his bowing is good 
don’t forget that “be wing,” 
\lways use it where a violinist is concerned 
really, you’d be surprised what a familiarity 
with musik that And vou can 
finish: “But his lack 
authority, if you know what I mean.” 


thusiastic in your praise or ap 
and men 


And 


either 


tion 
word 


word connotes 


phrasing seems to 


If you remember these simple rules of ethics, 
you will be able to get away with murder, as 
we used to say in the army. 
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OME persons collect stamps; others, souv 
nir postcards still other and richer ones 
rugs and porcelains; others still, gems. As 

for me, J collect spots. 

When you have a collection otf spots, you are 
never at a loss for conversation. People who 
collect other things are obliged to say: ‘‘Come 
up to the house some night; I'd like to show you 
or pewter mugs, or old china, or 
whatever the collection may comprise. But, if 
vour fad be spots, you have them, like the poor, 
always with you; and when conversation lags, 


my jades’ 


you have but to point to your sleeve, or to the 
front of your coat, and exclaim brightly: 

‘See that spot? I wouldn’t take ten dollars 
for the memory é/at inspires. I got it last Jan 
uary, just before Prohibition, the night four of 
us went to the Little Goulash restaurant.”’ 

You perceive the idea Spots if permitted 
to do so, ill almost invariably bring memories 
of merry tines, G festive occasions. 

\n ordinary fellow, out for an evening, be 
comes a perfect killjoy when something sticky 
\ppar 
ently, he makes light of it, but in a few minutes 


or saucetul is spilled upon his clothing. 


he is picking at it with his fingernail. or rubbing 
it, or muttering to himself, or doing something 

hich proves him to be oblivious to all else. 
lor him, the evening is over. Get him inter- 
ested, as vou think, in something soothing, and 
all of a sudden his cve becomes shifty and ab- 
llow his gaze down to the newl 
He stops talking 


to scrape it. He sits in the 


sent, and you | 
acquired spot. to scratch it. 
He Stops listening 
most awkward and painfully unnatural posi 
Just be 
yuttons his topcoat, 


after having caretu''y buttoned it, and strolls 


tions for fear another spot will hit him. 


fore he starts for! ome he unl 


preoccupied, to the nearest light and_ ther 
examines the spot to see if time has softened the 
blow. On finding that it hasn’t, but on the con- 
trary, that it has dried the blemish into bolder, 

earer relief, he says goodnight with something 
like a sob—and goes down the steps to scratch 





Fine New 
By Harry HAMILTON 


the spot in the rays of a neighboring street lamp 
‘But,’ I hear vou say, “spots do not last 
lorever. 
They fade in time, and then what?”’ 
Ah, that is just what I was coming to! It is 


true that sometimes, despite all you can do to 


I hey are not like pewter or old china. 


preserve them, spots that you have cherished 
will wane and threaten to go out of print. But 
there is a Way out, a sure way. One of my most 
precious spots came from a splash of automo 
bile oil. It struck me squarely in the left 
trouser-leg, and came (I saw it) from the car 
in which Marshall Joffre rode up Fifth Avenue, 
It was a splendid me 
mento of the great Frenchman’s visit. But in 
spite ol everything I could do, the spot showed 


one memorable day. 


unmistakable signs of disappearing. What was 
to be done? 
Just this. I took thesuit toa neighboring tailor 
“‘Here’s a suit I want cleaned,” I told him, 


~ 


~\ 
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“Own Your Own Home’ 


Try An’ Do I1 
31 


Hobby 


No blutt 


I want vou to send it away, if neces- 


‘Not simply sponged and pressed. 
like that 
sary, and have it dry-cleaned. Take time 
enough to clean it right. You understand?” 

He understood; and “by next week Wednes 
day” the suit was back. The tailor was proud 
of it. He had pressed it until it shone. And it 
was spotless! 

This is the infallible method. 
hours, and my Joffre souvenir lifted its head. 
Forty-eight, and it took noticeand nourishment. 
Seventy-two, and it was there in all its pristine 
beauty, completely restored to health. And 
not only it, but half a dozen minor spots trooped 
lesser occasions, which 


Twenty-four 


forth, souvenirs of 
needed only the revamping influence of the 
cleansing process to flash back to prominence 

By means of this co-operation with a tailor, 
spots may be made to last indefinitely, easily 
outlasting the suit. When the latter is no longer 
possible as wearing apparel, the spots may be 
preserved in the form of squares of cloth. Care 
fully cut them out and paste them, with identi 
fying labels in an album, similar to a custom 
tailor’s sample book. 

For sheer novelty, in giving a guest a pleasant 
evening, there is nothing to surpass the Spot 
Album. It induces reminiscence, stimulates 
laughter, and leads to an informal exchange otf 
spot experiences. Indeed, f am endeavoring to 
interest parents of my acquaintance so that they 
will start Spot Albums for their children, begin 

“Bits of Baby's 
or purple ink, and 


ning with such entries as: 
frock, ruined by mucilage,” 
extending through the varied and interesting 
blemishes of childhood apparel. Than a Spot 
Album there could be no more vividly accurate 
biography of the average boy. 

As a sample of what can be done with spots 
when perseveringly cultivated, contemplate the 
Leopard. Considering that the Leopard is not 
endowed with human intelligence and that he 
knows nothing of the advantages of dry-clean- 
ing, his achievements are remarkable. 
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Will She Tell? 


HI fascinating W idow at the toilet goods 


counter caught Mr. Wopple’s eye the 


first time he came down the aisle. 

“H’m,” muttered Wopple, stroking his iron 
gray fenders while he inventoried the widow 
Pulling down his vest so the gold linked railing 
would hang in a straight line across the piazza 
instead of arching up in the middle, he ap 
proached the counter 

‘Ahem. Mrs. Hammond? 

‘Harmon,” pleasantly corrected the widow. 
Recognizing the outstretched hand as that which 
controlled her pay check, she connected with it 


‘I’m Wopple. Glad to have you with us 


\ gent le queeze gave en phasis to the stat 
ment 
Thank you,” responded the widow, trying 
break e’ } 
l expect a great ce il ot m\ emplovees ” 


So 1] ve heard ,” was her bland reply iS 


che t last succeeded in releasing her hand 
thout loss of skir 

What has she heard?” pond red Woppk 
There was so much that she might have But 
I trv to be considerate of their comfort.” 

I had an emplover t e that once befor 
hought Mrs. Harmo H id th vhen |] 
wasn’t busv I could sit down—upon his knee 

I ain » keep some one like vou at this 
counter ee tinued Wopple, with an ingrati 
ingsmile. “ Theclerk that sellsface creams, pow 
ders and lotions should have just such wonderful 
skin, rosv cheeks bright eyes and dazzlir g teeth 





Let Cuticura Be 
Your Beauty Doctor 


Soap, Ointment, Ticem Be, every 
eddies Cutieara ratories, Dept. 7, Mig hig my 











g Harmon’s hand 
r to lunch once and 


I have suce eeded in squeezi! 
| 


Snoppy-Quops No. 4 


wo D RATHEI PLAY CAI VITH PAPA THAN 


raised her pay twice. Great work—on her pat 
I must be getting old.’ 


Just around the corner from the toilet goods 


counter Woppk stopped looked and listened 
Smack! 
“Why, Nell! You old dear!”’ exclaimed 
Widow Willard. “1 didn’t know you were here 
“T was too proud to tell you, Bess,”’ replied 
Mrs. Harmon When we left school, you went 


up and I went down, financially 

“Great guns!” ejaculated Woppi wiping a 
red and dewy brow. ‘What a pickle! 

“Can’t you come tonight and stay over 
Sunday?” begged Bess Willard “We've 
oodles of things to talk about 

“Will I be one of ’em?”’ groaned Woppk 

“J will,” hesitantly agreed Nell Harmon 


accepting the proffered card. “It’s awfully 
sweet otf you to ask me.”’ 
Smac.2* 


“T’ve something I’m dying to tell you.” 

“So have I.” 

*Confidences!’’ shuddered Wopple, heading 
back toward his office. “They'll turn each 
other’s souls wrong side out and examine the 
linings with microscopes.”’ 

In his office, with throbbing head resting 
upon cupped hands, Wopple decided 

“I'll send some more flowers to Willard 
Yes, and I'd better raise Harmon’s pay again. 
If 1 only knew—#f she'll tell?” 











Just pipe his razor-strop 
Right by his hane 

his beard gets thi 

He gives his nose 
And shaves himself so quick— 
Aint Nature grand? 
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James Montgomery Flagg 





This clever picture, 
in full colors, 11x14, 
mounted on a heavy 
mat, ready for the 
frame, sent prepaid for 


twenty-five cents. 
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STILL SHRINKIN« THe A\tmicuty Doras 


As a Man Thinketh 


1 Pant am 
By H. Lyman Armes 


W'! lH dust as dry as Gobi in my flagon, 
With irsting i 


wanderlust and thirsting in m\ 
si ul 


I’m blistering and bleaching on the wagon 
Where water wagons haven’t any goal. 


With wanderlust and thirsting in my soul, 
I’ve had to spend the summer in the city 
Where waterwagons haven’t any goal 
And chaps that have the cellars have no pity. 


I’ve had to spend the summer in the city, 
\ desert where the oases are dry, 

(nd chaps that have the cellars have no pity 
They say homebrew is worse than that we | 


buy! 


A desert where the oases are dry! 


The air goes reeling upward from the pavings! 


They say homebrew is worse than that we buy 


Can that be why I’m lost amid these ravings? | 


each day and, as you 


The air goes reeling upward from the pavings 
Is there no way to stop the brain from think 
ing 
Can that be why I'm lost amid these ravings? 
And vet how simple ‘twas to swear off 
drinking! 


Is there no way to stop the brain from thinking 
Gin rickey thoughts and 
balls 


\nd yet how simple ‘twas to swear off drinking 


netaphysic« high ~ ~ 
Jor comfort 
When one could get quite plastered to the 


, 
eveballs. 


Every pair guaranteed 


MADE AT | SHIRLEY MASSACHUSETTS: , 


= —————————— 


Gin rickey thoughts and metaphysic highballs 
I’m Bacchanalian, bibulous, and wasted! 
When one could get quite plasteré d to the eve 


balls 4 — P 
: ad Mere) This Interesting Free Book 





My jug of wine was full—but rarelv taste Learn | 
| shows how you can become a skilled player 
° ° 1 of piano or organ in your own home, at 
I’m Bac« hanalian bibulous, and wasted; one-quarter wount cost Dr Cuse® 
famous Written Method is endorsec y 
Mv loftv the ughts have sunk to booze al d ke “i musicians and heads of Stat nservatories uccessful 25 
| - + Play ch rds at once and co mpl te peece 2K, ve ke within 
UNnK. essons Scientific yet easy to understand Fully illustrated 
i un _ . beginners or teachers, old or young All sory, free. Diploma er anted. 
My r ol wine Was It but irelv tasted Write today for 64-page free be 0k How ) Learn Piano or Org van 
jug ol l l lt rar > 


Lo now, I thirst i wretched mental dr 


My lofty thoughts have sunk to booze and FOR _g MEN 1G GARS 
bunk. 
With dust as dry as Gobi in my flagon, 


Lo, now I thirst! A wretched mental drunk “MADE AT al GARS 


I’m blistering and bleaching on the wagon 


The Golden 
Moments 
“Vou realize that 
time is money, do vou 

pot, young man?” 
“I do indeed, sir! 
that is why 
“Ves, ves! What I 


was about to sav is 





that I do not see m\ 
way clear to grant you 
the increase of salary 
vou have asked for in 
cash, but you may 
work an hour longer 


have just agreed, that 
will be about the same 
thing 





Groping in the 
Dark 


“Are you having 


ft 4 
ne pind 
\ ‘ 





trouble getting that 
number?” Dra 
‘No, but the oper Barber (absently looking out of wir WovuLp you LIKE A LITTLE HAI! 


tor seems to be 


M. L. Quinn Conservatory, Studio J G, 598 Columbia Road, , Boston, 25, Mass. 
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Now Open 
The two leading hotels in the 1000 Islands are now under one proprietorship. 400 
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Fishing, Motor Boating, Swimming Pool, Golf, Polo, Tennis, Trap Shooting 
For rates, booklet and information address 


WILLIAM H. WARBURTON, Proprietor 
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Two Million 
Motor Cars Will 
Not Be Enough 


MILLION persons who want a 
car Ww be disappointed this 
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I am considering the purchase of a 
— a Se a 
car i0 COSi @ i ¥ and am 


especially interested in o7 


ceeeccee make) 
Ne) 
V/ ? quir } sS jor a car at 15 - 


P fase aa se mé as to the car b st 














The Jig of the Winch-Paw!]s : 7 


By Ricuarp Putter GLAENzi 


ERE is the jig of the winch-pawls 


\s lively a tune as ever was plaved 





i 

Tobacco from Cuba and silks frem ) 
From ¢ i kingtishers’ { ers an de 
Fruit from Jamaica, and rum till the b 
Hemp and vanilla-beans from Yucatar 
Rubber from Cameroons; cate-filled frails 
From Tunis: from Persia camel-strong bales; 
Cofiee frem Java and tea from Cevlon; 
Stuff fror 1e Parana, Tigris and Den; 
( opra, cod lico, coal, caviar 
Dancing the ocean till crossing the bar 
Gliding to dock to the churn of a blade, 
S ‘ he wharf ha np 1 jar 


The Sunday Afternoon Drive 
b | » I \lors o> 


- 


What Father hears! A record taken in any 





enever ? 
|  Wife—I wonder if I lecked the pantry win Morne. Bre) 
do Dp , \ \ \ 
Fourt Year-Old Sar Aw, gee, lemme Heaventy Mri 
drive, pop. Mr. Smith allus lets Bill drive 
Youngest Child (weeping I want to sit i Son—Aw. no mem! Gee Whiz! 
the frent seat Daughter—-Papa, can 1 buy a jade green 
Sixteen-Year-Old Daughter—Your hands are motcring veil? 
| a perfect sight, papa. Yev shouldn’t hav: W ife—Let’s drive on the boulevard, Henry. 
oiled the motor vourself. JI wish we had a Youngest (shrieking)—No' 1 wanta hunt 
| Packard ar da chauffeur. wild flowers! 
Aunt Eliza— Henry, don’t drive so fast. Daughter—Shut up! It’s too late for wild 
Wife—We might go by and call on Cousin flowers. 
Amelia... Son—You’ve got a bunch of dirty spark- 


plugs, pop. 

Daughter—That was the Ross- 
Simplins, papa. Why didn’t you 
take off your hat? 

Aunt Eliza—Let your father 
alone, Amy. He needs both hands 
to drive. 

Son—I can steer with my knees 

Aunt Eliza—Henry, you sheuldn’t 
allow it! 

Wife—Papa, did you see me lock 
the pantry window? 

Youngest—Daddy, I want a choce- 





late soda. 

Son—Oh, shoot by that flivver, 
pop. Let’s don’t eat their dust. 

Aunt Eliza—Henry! Henry! How 
can yeu be so reckless! 

Wife—Henry, vou didn’t answer 
me about the pantry wu dow. 

Youngest My hat’s blowed off! 
My hat’s blowed eff! 

Aunt Eliza—Henry, stop the car! 

i fe Papa, she’s lost her hat!— 
and so forth for three hours or so. 





Pessimistic economists say that 
the country is ruining itself by the 
purchase of automobiles, but so long 
as the Institution of the Sunday Af- 
ternoon Drive persists, the country 
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“As You Like It” 


describes a life that would please everyone. Rich in 
human nature and 
to have 


its revelations of the mysteries of 

philosophy of life, Shakespeare seems 
transfused much of the wisdom of past ages into his 
own all-combining mind. ‘This great comedy, word 
for word as the great master wrote it, together with 
everything else that he wrote, exactly as it came from 
his pen, is found in this De Luxe Edition of 
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used in books published in Shakespeare's time, are fea- 
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